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T he mojl Lament Able Tr age die 

la. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 

He (hall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

Ere he that fhould be husband comei to woo.* 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fwearc 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Parte, thefc are nevtes indeed. 

Met. Here comes your father, tell him fo your lelfes 
And Ice how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulcr Nurfe. 

C a. When the Stm lets, the Ay t c doth drifle deaw. 
But for the .Sun-fct of my Brothers fonne. 

It ratnes downe right. 

How now a Conduit Girle, what ftill in teares. 
Eucrmorc fhowting : In one li ttle body ? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barke, a Sea, a Wind : 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe tbbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body iss 
Say ling in this la’t floud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging With thy teares and they with them. 
Without a hidden calme will oucr fet 
Thy tempeft toff d body. How now « ife, 

Hjoeyou deliuered to her our decree? 

La Mir, but flic will none, fhc giucs you thankes. 

I would the Foole weiemarryed toherGrsue. 

Ca . Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will fhe none? doth fhc not giue vs thankes? 

Is {he not proud ? doth fhe not count herbleft, 

(Vn worthy as fhe is) that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bride groome ? 

iu. Not proud, you haue. but thankfull that you haue: 
Proud can I ncuer be of what 1 hate, 

Bu - thankfull euenfor hate, that is meant lour. 

Cs.How now, ho w now,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
P ud and I thanke you, 3;id I thanke you not. 

And yet not proud ;Miftris minion you ? 

Thanke me no thanki»gs,nor proud me no prouds, 


But 


ef Romeo and Iuliet • 

wi-h f.™ <0 s*i"; *r'C |, “ rcl “ 

1° f„ill tagge on a hurdle rhi.her. 

Om you greme fitkneffe c.moo, on. you baggage. 

You tallow face. 

T a Fie fie, what are you maddc? 

Good Fuher, 1 befeech you on my knees, 
Heare me with patience, but to fpeakea word. 

fa. Haugthecyong baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thursday, 

Or ncuer after looke me in the face. 

Speakenot, rcplie not, doe not anfweremee. 

M P y fingers itch, wife wee fcarce thought vs blcft,. 
That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfc in hauing her: 

Out on her hilding. 

ISTar. Godin heauen blcfle her.* 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wildome.hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence, {matter with your goflips, goe, 

Nur. I fpcake no treafon. 

Fa. OGodigeden, 

Nnr,. May not one fpeakc? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Goflips bowle, 

For here wee need it not. 

PVt. You are toohot. 

Fa. Godsbrcad.it makes race madde. 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in cempanie, ftill my care hath bin 

To haue her mrtcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of nrbl parentage, 

Of faire demesnes. youthfull anft nobly allied, 

Stuft(as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wifh a man, 

Aud then to haue a wretched puln g Toole, 
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